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Author's Notes: 
Written in 2008, in the style of a play. | am posting it up today because the episode of the TV show Metallica 
watch was aired exactly 30 years ago today. 


Because it\'s old, it may not be as good as my newer stuff but | felt | had to post it, as it is very special to 


me. 


The reason James is called \"Hetfield\" in the story is because | showed it to my friend called James and it 
would have been odd if his name kept appearing in the story xD 


Act |: The apartment, March 28th 


It is early evening and Metallica have just got in from work. They get changed out of their work clothes and 
then goto the kitchen for some beer. 


Hetfield: | need a cool beer, I'm fucking hot and thirsty! 


Dave: Me too! It's more like summer than fucking March. 


While Hetfield and Dave get the beer out of the fridge, Cliff gets some cookies out of the cupboard. Lars looks 
at the kitchen clock and sees it is 11:24. 


Lars: Oh! Quick you guys, we're gonna miss Fraggle Rock! 


Metallica charge into the living room and Lars turns on the TV. Fraggle Rock is just starting. Metallica sit down 
on the sofa to watch it. 


The episode is called Finger of Light and when the light shines on a fraggle, they get to be ruler of the Rock. 
They then have three commands, which they can use to get the other Fraggles to do whatever they want. 
Mokey becomes ruler and she sings a beautiful song at the end. 

Cliff: That episode was totally groovy. 

Hetfield: Yeah, but it sucked that Mokey wasted her first two commands. 

Dave: | wish | could be ruler of the Rock. 

Hetfield: Dave, aren't you forgetting something..you don't live in a fucking rock man. 

Dave: OK, OK, ruler of the, erm..apartment. 

Lars looks over towards the window. A cloud has just covered the sun. 

Lars: Hey, you guys, let's play ruler of the apartment! Let's stand in different places in the room, and when 
the sun comes back from behind that cloud, whoever the sunbeam touches is ruler and gets to have three 
commands. 


Cliff: Sounds groovy to me, little dude. 


Dave: Nah, how about the ruler gets to command his droogies to do anything he says..as many times as he 
fucking wants! 


Cliff: That sounds totally awesome. 
Hetfield: How long does the ruler have power for? 
Lars: Ummm.for a whole hour after the sunbeam has touched one of us. 


Cliff: Cooll 


Lars: Quick dudes, the cloud has nearly moved off the sunl 


Act (2: 

Metallica take up positions around the living room. The sun bursts out from behind the cloud.. 
And shines upon.. 

Lars! 

Lars: Ugh, the sun's in my eyes, | can't fucking see. 

Cliff: Dude its you! 

Dave: You're ruler of the apartment for the next hour little droogie. 

Lars: | am? 

Cliff: Yep, congrats man. 

Hetfield: Aw shit.we're all in fucking trouble now! 

Cliff: Hahaha, chill James, it coulda been worse. The sunbeam coulda got Dave. 

Hetfield: Oh fuck. Yeah! 

Dave: Hahaha, imagine the things | would have made you do droogie. 

Hetfield: .| don't want to imagine them. 

Cliff looks at his watch. He then turns to Lars and grins. 

Cliff: OK then little dude, you got until 9:05 to command us. What do we have to do first? 
Lars: Hmmm..let me think.. 

Lars turns to look at Dave. He starts to giggle. Dave looks worried. 

Dave: Uhh, remember Lars..Arcturus'll get jealous if you do anything sexy with me. 


Lars: No, she wouldn't Dave. She'd think it was cute. 


Dave starts to back away. Cliff looks longingly out of the window. 
Cliff: Hey Lars, why not command us all to goto the beach? Its too nice to stay in 
Lars: Good idea. OK you guys, we're all going to the beach. 


Cliff and Hetfield look pleased and Dave looks relieved. 


Act 2: The garage 


Metallica go into their garage and Cliff unlocks the van, so that they can all get in. Hetfield, Dave and Lars load 


the beer, food and swimming gear into the back 

Hetfield: | bet Lars is going to command me to sit in the back, so he can have the front seat, 

Cliff: Haha, probably. 

Lars: No, | want to sit in the back 

Hetfield: You do? Oh, OK, cool then 

Lars gets into the back of the van with Dave and Hetfield gets in the front. Cliff starts up the engine 
Lars: Wait, before we go Cliff, | command you to put on my tape that my Mom got me last Christmas. 
Cliff: Sure Lars. 

Dave: Oh no, not “Favourite Danish Folk Songs". PLEASE not that Lars! 

Lars: YES! Ahahahahahahahahal 

Hetfield: Im glad l'm in the front.it's louder in the back. 


Cliff puts on the tape and the Danish music starts to play. As he is backing out of the garage, Dave puts his 


fingers in his ears. 
Lars: Dave, | command you to remove your fingers and listen to the music. 
Dave: Sorry little droogie..can't hear you. 


Hetfield: | can see a sign across the road, outside the liquor store. It says "Free beer until 19:00". 


Dave: Oh wow, fucking awesome! Cliff, can we go and get some, please? 
Hetfield: HA! You can hear Dave. Now obey Lars’ command. 


Dave: Oh fuck! 


Act 3: Driving through the city 


As Cliff heads for the beach, Lars' Danish folk songs are driving the others barmy. Metallica reach some 
traffic lights, just as they turn red. 


Cliff: Oh shit. They always go fucking red as you approach them. 


Lars: Cliff, do you need to concentrate hard while the lights are red? | mean, if something interesting happened 
in the back, it would be OK to happen until the lights go green, wouldn't it? 


Cliff: Sure dude. What are you planning? 

Hetfield: | hope he hasn't got "Favourite Danish Folk Songs, Volume 2" in the back with him 
Lars shakes his head and grins evilly. He then looks at Dave. 

Lars: Dave, | command you to kiss me.and | mean properly. 

Dave: Oh fuck! You mean.with tongues? 

Lars: Yep, with tongues. Until the lights go green 

Dave: Oh shit! 0.0K then Lars. 


Dave puts his arms around Lars and kisses him passionately. Hetfield and Cliff watch (with Cliff still keeping an 
eye on the lights, of course). 


Hetfield: Dave, would this be a bad time to mention that the lights are four-way ones. 


Dave frees an arm so he can do a rude hand-sign at Hetfield. 


Act 4: The beach, near the ice cream van 


At last Metallica arrive at the beach. They get the gear out of the van and head towards the changing huts. 


Hetfield, Dave and Cliff all look a bit nervous, as they are afraid Lars is going to command them to do 
something pervy as they get changed. However, he doesn't, Just as they are feeling relieved, Lars sees an ice 
cream van 

Lars: Ohh, ice creams! James, | command you to buy me one. 

Hetfield: OK then, if | must 

Lars: And | command you to buy yourself one too. A big ice cream, with a chocolate flake in it 

Hetfield: OK, cool 

Dave: Can | buy one too Lars? You taste weird and | wanna get the taste out of my mouth 

Lars: Hahaha, sure Dave. You too Cliff 


Cliff: Cooll 


Hetfield and the others goto the ice cream van. Dave and Cliff buy an ice cream each and Hetfield buys his 


own and one for Lars too. He gives Lars his ice cream. 

Lars: Thanks dude. 

Dave: Lars is being nice to you James. 

Cliff: Yeah. He made you buy yourself a groovy ice cream. 

Lars starts to grin again. He sees Hetfield about to eat his ice cream and stops him 

Lars: Uh uh, James. | command you to put your ice cream down the front of your swim shorts. 
Hetfield: What the fuck manl 

Dave: What about the flake? Where should he put that? 

Lars: Oh yeah. James, | command you to take the flake and.. 

Hetfield: NO FUCKING WAY! Ruler or no ruler, | am NOT fucking doing that! 

Lars: | was going to say, you can eat the flake. I'm not so mean as to make you waste ALL your ice cream. 


Hetfield (in a relieved voice): Ohh, OK then..cool. 


Cliff: What did you think he was gonna tell you to do with it man? 
Hetfield: Uhhh, nothing. 
Dave: Oh go on droogie, tell us! 


Lars: Oh, | want to know now too. James, | command you to tell us what you thought | would tell you to do 


with the flake. 

Hetfield: Oh shit! OK, OKI 

Hetfield quietly says something to his band members. They all scream with laughter 

Lars: Oh, that's so fucking funny! | command you to tell the girls that, next time we see them 
Hetfield: Lars, you do realise that after 19:05, your life's not gonna be worth living? 


Lars: .| can accept that dude. 


Act 5: The beach 

After they have eaten their ice creams (except for Hetfield who has to put his down his swim shorts), 
Metallica have a really good time. They go bodyboarding and swimming and have a seaweed fight. Lars 
commands his friends to do even more silly things (most of which involve stuffing various items down their 


swim shorts). 


Then Metallica stop to have some food and beer. Hetfield puts the radio on and they listen to a rock channel. 
Lars talks non-stop, Cliff smokes some weed and Dave drinks most of the beer, until there is none left. 


Dave: Fuck, we're outta beer. 

Hetfield: Yeah, cos YOU drunk 9/lOth of it dude. So YOU can goto the off licence and get us some more. 
Dave: OK then James. Back in a few minutes. 

Dave heads up the beach, towards the small street where there are a few shops. 

Hetfield: Dave is such a fucking prick sometimes. He's obssessed with beer. 

Cliff: Ah, aren't we all man. 


Hetfield: Not as bad as him. 


Lars: You reckon it'd work if | commanded him to drink less? 
Hetfield and Cliff: No! 


Lars: Oh well. Hmm.let me think of some more commands | can give you guys, while we wait for Dave to 


return. 

Just then a crappy song comes on the radio. 

Lars: Ewww, this song fucking stinks! Good job | brought this with me, from outta the van. 
Lars gets his "Favourite Danish Folk Songs" out of his bag. Hetfield groans. 

Hetfield: Oh not that fucking thing again Lars! 

Lars: Hehehe, | command you guys to let me put it on 

Cliff: Sure dude. 

Hetfield (sighing): OK, Lars. 


Lars puts his tape into the cassette deck on the radio. After listening to some more Danish folk songs for 
about 5 minutes, Hetfield gets up. 


Hetfield: It's getting a bit cold now. I'm gonna go and get changed. 
Cliff: Me too dude. 
Lars: OK then, see you guys in a minute. 


Hetfield and Cliff hurry up the beach, heading for the changing huts. Lars relaxes and listens to his tape. 


Act 52: 
While the other guys are away, the tape reaches the end. Lars sits up and takes it out of the cassette deck. 


Unfortunately some chavs are walking past. They see Lars holding the tape and run over to him. Chav | 
snatches it out of his hands. 


Lars: Hey! Give that back, you asshole! 


Chav |: Come and get it, if you want it, hahahaha 


The chavs run away and Lars chases after them. But they are much faster than him. They reach the far 


cliff, which is smooth and impossible to climb. The only blemish in its surface is a small ledge, about 7 feet up. 
Chav 2 (who is about Hettield's height) puts the tape on the ledge. 

Chav 2: Hahaha, try and get it now, you stupid little cocksucker. 

Lars jumps up at the cliff, trying to reach his tape. But it is just too high. The chavs are dying with laughter. 
Lars: You fucking cunts..get my tape back for me! 

Chav |: Suck my cock you loser. 

The chavs run off again, and Lars chases after them. But they make it back to the car park first. They then 
get into an old banger (with dozens of stupid mods on it). They drive off at high speed, nearly flattening Lars 
in the process. 

Lars screams obscenities after them. Then he heads back to the beach to wait for his friends to return 
Lars (to himself): Oh man, I'm gonna have to ask one of the guys to reach my tape down for me. It's going to 
be so fucking embarrassing. But | got to get my tape back! 


Act 6: The beach, by the cliff 


Hetfield and Cliff return from getting changed and Dave returns from the off licence. They see Lars gazing 
sadly at the sheer cliff face. 


Dave: What's wrong little droogie? 


Lars: While you dudes were away, some big guys took my Danish Folk Songs tape and put it on a ledge on the 
cliff. 


Dave looks at Cliff curiously. 
Lars: No, | mean a rock cliff. And it's too high up and | can't reach it. 
Cliff: Ah, that fucking blows man. 


Dave: You want me to beat them up for you Lars? 


Lars: You can't Dave. They drove off in their car a couple of minutes ago. 

Lars looks at Hetfield and even though he is embarrassed to ask him, he does anyway. 

Lars: Uhh.James, | command you to.uh.get my tape back for me. Please? 

Hetfield looks at his watch. 

Hetfield: Lars, its 19:06. Your time as ruler of the apartment is over. You can't command us to do anything, 
Lars looks upset, and his bottom lip starts to go. 

Lars: B.but the tape was a present from my Mom. 


Cliff and Dave look at Hetfield: Hetfield nods his head. He then goes over to the cliff, stands on his tiptoes and 
gets Lars' tape down off the ledge. Then he gives the tape back to Lars. 


Hetfield: There ya go Lars. 

Lars is really pleased, but puzzled too. 

Lars: My tape! But my time as ruler was up.! couldn't command you. 

Hetfield: Ah fuck Lars, | got it back for you cos you're my friend. You didnt have to "command" me to do it 
Lars: Aww, thanks James. 

Lars hugs Hetfield, who looks very embarrassed about it. Cliff and Dave both grin 

Cliff: Oh man, that is so fucking sweet! 


Hetfield: Awwww! 


Final act: The beach at sunset 
It is sunset. The western sky is ablaze with red and gold.the sun reflecting off the clouds. 
Metallica lie back and gaze up at the clouds. 


Lars: Let's look for clouds that look like something. If you guys want to of course. Only | used to love playing 
that game with my mom and dad. It's fun. 


Cliff: Cool, OK then little dude. 

Hetfield: | know what's going to happen here.. 

Dave: Look! That cloud looks like a can of beer. 

Cliff: You're obsessed with beer dude. 

Hetfield: No comment! 

Lars (pointing to the left): See that cloud there, you guys. It looks like a car. 
Cliff: And | see one that looks like a teapot. 

Dave: Awesome! | can see one that looks like a dick. 

Hetfield: | KNEW it! | knew that would come up sooner or later. 

Dave: Nah James. It looks like a floppy dick to me. 

Hetfield: NO! | didn't mean..oh forget it man. 

Metallica relax and drink some more beer. Cliff smokes some more weed. He gazes up at the clouds again. 
Cliff: | just had this totally awesome thought dudes. 

Lars: What is it Cliff? 

Cliff: Imagine this..the very next gig we all play at is on a giant cloud, at sunset. 
Dave: Cool 


Hetfield: Cliff, we all love you..but you are one weird motherfucker! 


The End 


